EUROPEAN FAREWELLS

the stillness of the Lungarno. Summer theatre was ended
for the present and perhaps for good. The farewell to
Florence was echoed at Pisa and Genoa, at Avignon and the
Pont du Card and Vaucluse, and even at Marseilles: if they
are ever seen again they will be strangely different. Driving
northward at kst to home and winter theatre, I paused only
for a solitary glimpse of the Roman stage at Orange by
sunset; then rising at dawn reached Paris in one day and
Calais by noon the next. An innkeeper at Moulins said the
devil must be behind me ; and in the light of these years I
think he was right.
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